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	1. Default Chapter

**Walking the Halo**

Prologue

Dan leapt from the last step on the bus. One of his best friends got off just after him. She gave him a strange look for jumping the way he did. They were both still frustrated. It was their high school senior year and they were still riding the bus to school. Dan had a car and had his license; however his little brother only had his permit. He had the idea he knew everything there was to driving. Well that accident proved otherwise. The part that upset Dan and his friend, Kristina was that it was Dan's car his brother was driving. Kristina was upset because Dan was her ride to school each morning. She would have driven herself only she too only had her permit.

The bus pulled away and their day set off quite slowly. Dan's day started just like any other. He went to class and pestered another one of his friends. He annoyed her every morning and she would fight back from time to time. They would entertain one another this way and get through the morning quickly. Maria was in most of his classes so it would often proceed through the day. Soon enough though lunch would roll around, it was one of few "classes" that Maria wasn't in. Kristina was though.

Dan got down to the lunch room and noticed that there were not as many people down there as usual. To pass the time he walked a lap around the cafeteria. At one end he noticed that a military recruiter was there handing out all kinds of things to get kids to join. Two men sat at the desk. Once Dan approached to look out of curiosity, they both stood to greet him.

"Looking to join son?" The taller man said. Dan stood about six feet and five inches tall. Looking at this man made him suddenly feel very short. He estimated that he must have been at least seven feet tall. The man was incredibly built and was quite presentable. He had a very satisfied feel about him where as the shorter man had a much grumpier appearance. The shorter man was roughly five foot, eleven inches. Reasonably short compared to Dan and a dwarf compared to the other man.

"You know I actually did consider it at one point" Dan replied. He looked at the different antiquities on the table in front of them. Simple things like papers, lanyards, and pencils. "I was actually inspired by a video game."

This increased the man's interest, "Really? Which one?"

"Halo." He answered.

Both men suddenly seemed to tense. The shorter man sat back down as if to avoid the conversation. Any other person might not have noticed but Dan had this ability to pick up on little random things like that. They were both did a very good job in concealing the fact. Dan himself almost missed it. The whole time they both remained calm as if they weren't interested at all. The sudden tension now interested Dan, "What's the matter?" he inquired.

Both men were taken off guard by the question. The giant man took a look around and told Dan to come with him very quickly. They merely went to the end of the table. "What makes you think that something is the matter?" He demanded.

Now Dan was taken off guard. The question made him slightly suspicious. "Nothing, I just…you…I mean…"

The man noticed two things: Dan obviously didn't feel comfortable addressing him as an equal or accusing him of anything either. Secondly he took note that people were starting to come into the room in many numbers now. So he decided to make it quick. He picked up an application for the marines and handed to Dan, "Here, if you're still interested, join. Once you get out of basic training request to have a meeting with General Coleman. He trains a special group of soldiers out in Nevada; they are about as close as you'll get to becoming the character in that game of yours. I trained with him for a bit but didn't do too well and dropped out." Dan found it hard to believe that this man was not equipped for such a thing. "The only thing I ask is that you not mention him to anyone else until you complete basic training, or boot camp. If you do decide that you are going to go for it, all I can say is good luck. Now go eat your lunch. You've got your whole life ahead of you."

Dan took a look over at the table where him and his friends normally sit and noticed that they were not only there but also had their lunches. Not knowing what to say or do, he took one last look at the recruiters and proceeded back to his table. While leaving he took note of other kids becoming curious in the huge man. Among them was a senior named Mike. Everyone called him "Tax" because that's what his last name was. He too was a fairly tall person. About as tall as Dan, only he was just a little bit taller. On the other hand Mike was much more built than Dan. He had actually gone to a camp that gave kids a test of military basic training. Dan didn't have too many classes with him because he was much more intelligent as well.

It wasn't long till Dan was back at his table all ready to eat his lunch as well. Kristina looked up at him, "Why were you over there?" She pondered. Dan and Kristina were friends since their freshmen year, so knowing the other's business wasn't uncommon. She and Dan would often joke with one another about different subjects, often making fun of people they knew. Dan had to be careful because she was Hispanic and any racist jokes towards her race might have meant his head. There were few girls in their high school that were as strong as Kristina. It actually scared Dan from time to time. Especially because she was even stronger than him. Of course she was more of the gentle giant type any way.

"What? I can't think about joining the military?" was his reply.

"Well if you did they would probably send you over to Iraq. Even if the war there is on the decline." She continued.

Now one of their other friends was in on the conversation, "Wait, who's going to Iraq?" Erin was one of Maria's friends who Dan soon got to meet. She was short and nothing like Dan or Kristina in terms of personality, but they still managed to get along without a problem. She wasn't as liberal as some of their other friends, but if she wanted she could stir up an argument. Once she found out what Dan had said she immediately protested him risking his life. Soon the whole table, which consisted of roughly seven seniors, was caught in a conversation about whether the war in Iraq was worth it.

The whole time Dan sat, starring into space, and thinking about what the recruiter had said. He had often thought hard on the idea of joining the military. The problem that persisted was whether to join before or after college. The recruiter was right. Dan did have his whole life ahead of him. Did he want to join the military and put all at risk?

Chapter I

The helicopter touched down as soft as if it were landing on a pillow. The roar from the engine slowly died down. The side door flipped open to reveal a field of military vehicles of all sorts. The sun reflected off the metal of almost every vehicle in the area and pounded the copter with more light than it already had. The pilot leaned back and shouted to everyone that it was safe to get out.

Dan stepped out into the Nevada sun. He looked around at the buzz of activity going on around the facilities. There were several hangars off to Dan's left and more copters in front of him. More men and women were getting off the now silent aircrafts. They were all dressed in military issued clothing. Dan jumped as two attack helicopters completed their morning run over head. He turned around and picked up his own things that lay on the sand covered pavement.

"Daniel O'Leary?" A deep unenthusiastic voice questioned. Dan whirled around to find a man about five feet, eleven inches in front of him. He was dressed as if he were a general and more than likely was. Almost as if he knew he was there Dan instantly saluted the tightly dressed man. "At ease. Is that your stuff?"

"Sir, yes sir!" Dan cried as quickly as he could.

"Leave it here." The man then turned to another soldier standing at attention next to him. "Follow this man here. He will give you a room, bed, and your cloths. Your things will be brought to you in due time. Now move out."

With another 'Yes sir' Dan followed the constantly silent soldier. He spent the rest of the day as if he were back in boot camp. He had spent nearly a year and a half in Iraq before anyone actually picked up on his potential as a warrior. He had for all intended purposes lost all contact with his life back home. He hadn't seen a computer since he left boot camp and hasn't talked to family or friends since that same time. Most of basic training was spent being yelled at and working his butt off. About an hour or two after getting off the helicopter he got his things back. They were all disgruntled indicating that someone must have been going through them. Inside his bag he had a smaller bag with some pictures. One of the few things he wasn't aloud to have in basic training but could have now. It didn't make any sense to him, but he accepted it and was glad they were all intact.

The next morning came as earlier as basic training and was generally the same thing: a morning run followed with breakfast. Dan was beginning to wonder how special these "special troops" actually were. The next several days were spent much in the same manor. Dan had been more than equipped for this and was getting quite bored of it. After a bit he began to realize that the barracks he was bunked in was slowly being emptied. Before long they moved him into another barracks as well. At the same time the work outs began to become more intense. The exercises were now at Dan's level and he actually had to work to accomplish some of them. Regardless he still passed with flying colors. Soon his new barracks was being emptied as well. It started to worry him.

After about two mouths of exercises that would get harder and barracks slowly being emptied, they finally asked Dan to have a private interview with General Coleman. The general's office was in the corner of a hangar that had been converted into an office building. The room itself was large and well lit. The only things in the room were the desk and chair, and an American flag next to the desk. The general sat at the desk looking over some folders. Dan noticed that the files contained information about him.

Dan snapped to a sharp salute. The general closed the files and stood up. He was relatively tall and well built. He looked to be in his early forties. Judging a person's age was never one of Dan's talents though.

"Dan. At ease soldier." He placed the folder on the desk and approached Dan. "You enjoy life Dan? Girl friend, wife, anything?" The questions confused Dan, but then they made sense. The general continued, "Cause you do know you are about to begin a program that is brand new. I'm sure you're very well aware of what goes on out here or you would not have come. However, now we are going to begin a program that we haven't tried before. This is going to the only time that you will be aloud to talk to me as an equal so if you have anything to say or ask…remember; anything mentioned in here does not leave."

"Sir?" Dan didn't know what to say.

"I was told by an old friend of mine about you actually. You came to us at just the right time. I was told that you were inspired to join the military by a game. Halo. Correct? Well, you are about to take part in our very own Spartan program."

Dan couldn't believe what he had just heard, "Are you joking…sir?"

"No Dan I am not. And right now we are looking for some people to take part in this program. Since the release of the game and books the government has secretly wanted to make there own super soldiers. They've been trying since the Gulf War but up until now they have had no real brake-through. The game simply provided the designs we needed. All the technical stuff was all taken care of. You and the select group of men and women have been selected to proceed to this next stage. If you haven't noticed, but we've been progressively making your exercises harder and harder. We've reached a point where you can't really go any farther without being told about. However, you will have to remember a few things. Which ties back to my first questions. If you intend to proceed, will be volunteering to die. You will cease to exist. If you chose to decline you will immediately be transported else where and you are to never aloud to speak of any of this. Especially this program. Anything to say?"

Dan was in a daze. He had always imagined being a Spartan. A cybernetic super soldier and being able to save the world from certain doom had always been a dream of his. He realized all he'd have to sacrifice to do it, but than again he never actually thought he'd be given the chance to have such an opportunity. He had no idea how to react.

"Sir…I…" was the only thing he could mutter out. Than something else caught his mind. "How?"

"How? Let's just say that 'that's for me to know and you to find out'." He seemed to stare straight through Dan as he said this.

"Than sir there is only one thing that I can say." Dan stood tall and proud to say it, "Where do I sign up?"

"Good. I knew you would. Take the day off. We'll contact you later to begin the rest of your life."

The next several mouths had been spent doing exercises that Dan and the other selects had never thought possible. Before long they started training in groups. Dan had been pulled aside by General Coleman himself, who was now watching over all of their exercises. He called over two other people that Dan couldn't see because they remained behind him.

"Now I was told an interesting bit of information. You three soldiers are all from the same high school. Daniel O'Leary, Kristina Roman, and Michael Tax. How do you three feel working together in a group?"

Dan turned to look and sure enough, there stood Kristina and Mike. Mike was much more built and still just barely taller than Dan. Kristina too was much taller and thinner too. She still was very muscular for a woman too. Only now she seemed to have a look about her of an empty shell and a blank stare. The three exchanged a quick greeting and agreement then turned back to the general.

"I see. Well, let's see how well you three handle a paint ball contest."

The three were set into a building completely unarmed. They were told that they were to go and take out everyone. They had to either incapacitate them or at least hit them with a paint ball gun. If so much as one of them was hit the entire exercise would be a failure. There was no set time limit but they were being timed. Neither of them knew how the other got there and what kind of experience the other had, but they went in and two hours came out successful.

When they came out the General stood there waiting for them. He clicked his stop watch off. They approached him and saluted crisply.

"Good job, but guess what?" he announced. "You all failed. Do you know why?" They looked one another over and didn't find one paint ball on them. Dan knew why they failed though. He noticed that he was leaving foot prints. He had stepped in the paint of a shot that had missed him. He was hoping that it had dried, it confused him that it wasn't dry yet. "O'Leary do you know?" the general wondered, "That paint of on your foot, it has a special mixture of chemicals that prevent it from drying quickly. If that had been blood or some other visible liquid you could have been tracked much easier and if you had a designated extraction point you would jeopardize the extraction team. Anything to say?"

"No sir." They answered in unison.

"Very well, than we will see you in the morning."

Every morning for the next year was all relatively the same: They get up and went for a lap around the base then be given a series of exercises to perform. Each exercise was different every day; however they would eventually find themselves doing a particular exercise over again until they could do it with little to no trouble at all. They were never really given time to converse and find out how each of them got there. No one really cared anymore, just as long as they were there. Every chance they got to actually talk together some other topic would be more important. Eventually they were talking to one another during the exercises because they became too simple. They were quick conversations, but they helped pass the time.

One day after their run and stretching out they were told to go back to their barracks. Never once had they actually seen the barracks during the day. They did as were told; anyone who said otherwise might have themselves a problem. Dan had seen it in his first few weeks here. A man thought that it was stupid to be put through basic training a second time. Dan had never seen the man again, though he was sure that they had not killed him.

Once at their bunks they stood at attention until told otherwise. General Coleman came in and looked them over. Everyone could tell that he had something weighing on his mind.

"We are going to begin the next step in turning all of you into super soldiers. Our doctors have come to call it 'The Augmentation stage'." The general announced.

Dan knew what was coming next: they would give all of them the cybernetic implants and augmentations. Several of them would not, however, survive the process. He was not about to let that happen. Without hesitation he stepped forward.

"Yes Chief Petty Officer O'Leary?" the general asked.

"Sir I volunteer to be the first to be experimented on." Dan announced. The comment surprised the general and half impressed him.

"And why is that Dan?"

"Sir, because it is an experimental process and I refuse to see these people who I've spent the last year with get hurt. I wish to make sure that your scientists know exactly what they are doing. This way we can also get the highest number of Spartans at your disposal. Sir."

"Noble. Brave. But I assure you we've taken all the precautions we can. At this point if anything happens to any of you, it is your own fault. Yes it will be painful, however I have put faith in all of you and have no doubt that all forty of you will live. And having a good number of soldiers is not a big deal because it isn't like we are at war with any alien race. We have enough time to test all of your abilities and still have time to create another group of Spartans. The rest I will let our doctors tell you." Coleman turned to the door and motioned to a man in a white lab coat.

"Greetings, my name is Dr. Arkling." The scientist stepped into the middle of the room so that they could all hear him. "I'm sure you're all wondering what kind of augmentations you will be receiving. I'll give you a basic idea. Let me think, ah yes your bones. They will have a special metal like material coating them. It will make them stronger, and less likely to break or fracture. Your muscles will also be increased. Not just that but your memory and you ability to understand things will be increased as well. You will have some newly developed nanomachines that will drastically increase the time a wound will heal. You'll also receive several other cybernetic implants that will provide other bonuses you may need on a battle field. All of these things you will have nothing to worry about. So how about we get started than."

Chapter II

Dan woke starring at the ceiling of a dull hospital room. His vision was still blurred. He sat up as best he could. His motion seemed to also appear sluggish. Not that he was sore rather he perceived the world around him much slower. Yet everything was moving at a normal speed. The thought of it hurt his head, not that it was confusing more because he understood things that he might not have understood on his own.

There were a series of wires and monitors attached to him. Each one provided a different annoying inch. He grabbed each of the wires in one swift motion and pulled them off in the same move. All kinds of screens throughout the room began flashing in a panic. The sounds they produced irritated his ears because they suddenly seemed so much louder than anything Dan had ever heard. It was annoying however it actually did not hurt.

Suddenly a nurse burst into the room taking Dan off guard. She too was surprised by the fact that Dan was up. She ordered him to lie back down and wait for the doctor to come. Not to long later Dr. Arkling came in the room and began doing a series of checks on Dan. Every movement seemed so advanced that Dan was having trouble adjusting.

Over the next few days Dan had been subjected to all kinds of experiments and tests to make sure that he was in good condition. Other, what they were now being called, Spartans began appearing as Dan made his recovery. It was during this time that Dan was able to get to know some of his new family. He was able to talk with Mike and he learned that Mike had just joined the military and was later recommended for the program. Later he met another man by the name of Ray. This man seemed much less willing to talk about his past. It made Dan curious. It was not long until Dan had met one of the many women now in the project. Her name was Tiffany Claymotes. Apparently when they first gave her a gun she managed to shoot someone in the foot. This gave her the nickname "Tiffany Toe Shot." Later it had been shortened to just "Toe."

One day Dan walked into the weight room to work a bit and found Kristina in the room already. She was on a treadmill in the corner of the room. Dan hoped on another one next to her.

"Hey Kristina. Haven't talked to you in a while." He started, "So I guess the major question is how you ended up in the military."

"Long story." Was all she replied. She didn't even shift to address his question. She just answered it and kept running.

"Entertain me." He shot back. He wanted to get to the bottom of why she was so miserable.

She sighed and shut off the treadmill. She picked up her towel that lay on a bench not far from the wall and sat down. The treadmills faced the wall so Dan was able to keep running and listen at the same time. "It all started just after high school. I hadn't even gotten into a college yet and I had started a job. I met a guy there. We quickly grew attached to one another. However he was dealing with a gang on the side. He was trying to get out once he had met me… or that's what he said." Dan could see that she was starting to get depressed by the memories. "We could have gotten married with enough amount of time. But no, that damn gang refused to let him out so easily. He did everything he could. Then they had decided that negotiating wasn't working. They wanted to just get rid of him. So they just –just thought they could scare him by killing me. A drive by was what they came up with. In the event Chris, the guy I was with shielded me from the hale of bullets. He didn't live very long."

Dan stopped his treadmill and sat down next to Kristina. "Kristina I'm sorry."

"No its okay. I did my weeping and crying. I've moved on to revenge. I spent the next several months killing off or jailing each member of the gang. Now I'm down to the last one. The one I'm told who pulled the trigger. I've learned that his name is Reynaldo Larson. Apparently he joined the military once he heard what was happening to his friends. He would have been getting out of basic training at the same time as me. Once we get out of here I'm going to find him and kill him. This is the man I've been waiting to kill. There will be no stopping me from ripping his heart from his chest. Even if it means my life."

Dan didn't know what to say. They both sat starring at the treadmills for a bit. Dan was first to move. He got up and got back on his treadmill. He didn't start it but he was standing on it still thinking. She than stood up and tossed the towel over her shoulder.

"Well, I suppose sitting here thinking about it isn't going to get too much done. I'm gonna go hit the showers now. I'll talk to you later." She walked out leaving Dan in the room by himself with his thoughts. He was thinking about the man he met a few days back. His name was Ray, but he never did tell Dan his last name or his full name. What if this Ray was the man Kristina was hunting? The thought scared Dan. He could only pray that it was too different men.

Chapter III

It was early morning and in the desert it was still relatively cold. The cold air rushed into the copter and poured over Alexia's face and body. She cursed herself for not wearing heavier cloths. She bundled up as much as she could and hoped out onto the sand stricken landing pad. Two other scientists quickly followed. They had just met one another when they had been thrown onto the helicopter. She knew the male as Mark and the other woman was met as Gerry.

Looking on Alexia noticed there was a series of copter unloading even more men and women. Each person was dressed in the same manner of an engineer or scientist. She suddenly became very confused. She knew she'd be working with the military on this project however no word was given about what the project was going to be. With Alexia's biological engineer back-round, she figured that it was going to be some sort of chemical or virus. What did they need so few people for? For such a thing they would need hundreds more.

Just then a huge man approached her. He must have stood roughly seven feet tall and sported the biggest muscle mass Alexia had ever seen. She was amazed to think he actually fit in a shirt at all.

"My name is Daniel O'Leary. Follow me." That was all he had to say.

A man that size, she was not about to argue. She looked over her shoulder to see that Mark and Gerry both also had a huge person addressing them. Looking down the line of helicopters Alexia noticed that several of the people had an enormous human being talking to them and escorting them.

They made there way into a near by building and to an elevator that seemed out of place. The room seemed more like a garage than an access to a base. Following them were all the other new people. She accidentally walked into Dan's back, not realizing that he had stopped walking. The elevator doors suddenly slide open revealing an enormous elevator. Still not big enough for all of the people at once, but it would definitely take enough of them.

She jumped as Dan suddenly started to speak, "Go ahead. Perhaps we will meet again."

It didn't take long for everyone to pile into the lift and began there descent. Alexia couldn't see the control panel however she knew there must have been hundreds of floors. She only knew because the trip was taking close to fifteen minutes. Finally the doors split again to reveal a larger brighter room. There was only one door across from them. There was nothing in the room except for them and some over polished walls and floor. Twenty-five minutes later the elevator returned with the rest of the scientists. Now there was any where from forty to sixty people in the room, yet they still had room to move.

As soon as the elevator set off for the surface again everyone heard an intercom crack on. A man's voice came over the speaker, "Welcome. I'm sure you are all very confused. Don't worry. Those men and women that escorted you to the elevator are going to become the rest of your lives. Everything you do will be to support them in their up coming endeavors. What ever they may be. No one of you is going to have all the qualities necessary for such a task, however you will learn in time. Any other questions will be answered in due time. I hope you enjoy the rest of your stay here."

With that the room grew silent. No one could believe what they had just heard. Alexia worried about what was going to happen to them. Helping that enormous person was still haunting her. It was hard for her to grasp the idea of controlling such a person. As terrifying as it seemed, she was still quite curious.

It had been a while since Dan had held a real gun. The assault rifle in his hands made him eager to see if he still had the skill. He stepped up to the target range and raised the almost lightweight weapon. It required two hands before the augmentations and now he could hold it with one hand. Holding it with both hands still gave him better accuracy anyway.

He let out three bursts and each one nailed the silhouette of a man right in the spot that his nose would have been. Dan was satisfied with his accomplishment for the day.

"Not bad." Kristina claimed stepping up to the target next to him. She proceeded to empty a magazine of hand gun rounds all into the same spot. All of them right on the nose like Dan's target. She ejected the empty clip and starred at Dan, "Now what?"

"Hey, that's a hand gun you've got there. Try that with this." Dan handed the assault rifle over to her and she took it ready to put Dan to shame. She pulled the trigger and let the clip empty. When the gun fell silent they both looked on to see that the human outline no longer retained a head. Kristina looked at him in a way that let him know not to say a word.

On the other side Dan, Ray and Toe stepped up to practice with there sniper rifles. Toe stepped up first and put bullet after bullet into the forehead of the target. She stepped away from the wall to let Ray in.

"Nice shooting, but watch this." Ray bragged.

"Yeah okay. You're a home boy who got lucky. I'm a trained sniper." She snapped back.

Ray responded with, "Hey, I've fired a gun before."

"Yeah. Where? Boot camp?" Toe joked.

"No, before that even."

"Yeah whatever. Shut up and shot Mr. Larson." She ordered.

Kristina and Dan both heard the conversation and the minute Kristina heard the name "Mr. Larson" she became suspicious. She walked up to them to talk. Dan instantly knew what was going to happen. Yet he let her talk because he was hoping it was just a coincidence.

"Mr. Larson," Kristina repeated. "Reynaldo Larson? Ex-resident of Allentown, PA?"

Ray looked up and questioned, "Yeah, what about it?"

Kristina instantly raised the reloaded hand gun and began shooting off at Ray. He dove over the target range wall for cover. Once the clip was empty she tossed the weapon off to the side and proceeded to hurdle the obstacle between her and her prey. Dan followed and grabbed her arms and pulled them behind her back. Ray jumped up and rolled over the wall again while Dan wrestled with Kristina. Dan had a firm grip on her, however once her head flung back and bashed him in the face, he toppled over gripping his face.

She quickly set in pursuit of the Hispanic run away. The only thing was that he was no longer running. As she approached the wall he sprung up and brought his fist into the bottom of her chin, knocking her to the ground.

"Now what the hell is your problem lady? We're on a team aren't we?" Ray inquired.

"What's the matter Ray?" Kristina mocked as she got to her feet. "You can't tell me you forgot your gang. The man you shot on the side of the street? You remember now?"

Ray thought for a moment than gave a look of interest, "So you're the one Chris dumped us for. You're the reason he's dead by the way. YOU caused him to leave which pissed off our boss. YOU were the one he was protecting when he got shot. And YOU were the one in love with him. You can't blame me for any else other than following orders."

"Following orders!? You're full of it." Tears were building up in her eyes at this point. "If you were quote-unquote following orders, than why the hell did you try to hide in the military once you heard about your buddies? You were the one that pulled the trigger you bastard!!"

Not even thinking she hurled herself at him and caught him right in the neck. They both fell to the ground and rolled. Using the momentum Ray kicked Kristina into the air. She spun and landed on her feet as if she planned the jump. Ray kicked in the air and sprung to his feet. Both of them shot at one another like bullets. Each of them began throwing punches and kicks disregarding where they hit, just as long as they did. The only thing was that neither of them could hit the other. Ray would sweep his leg across the ground to trip her. She would then respond with a hope in the air and a kick to his face. Then he would just tilt his head to avoid her foot and proceed with some other attack. This continued for about a minute. Before long the fight evolved into flips, leaps and grabs.

Dan couldn't stand watching any more and decided it was time to end things. Dan ran over to the competition and jumped into the first opening. "You two have to stop! NOW!"

They both totally disregarded him and sent an attack towards him too. The fight was now a free for all. Dan was now also thrown into the mix of flips and kicks. This new fight didn't last long; there was a burst of gun fire into the air. The general stood where Dan had left his assault rifle. No one moved for quite a bit.

"If you kids are done we have some things we have to take care of." General Coleman was most displeased with their behavior. The expression on his face made sure everyone knew. At least that's what Dan was getting out of it. He knew bad things were to come.

Dan was brought into the general's office under guard. That little fight probably made the man in charge a little uncomfortable. Perhaps he was worried that Dan and the other Spartans may become uncontrollable.

Standing in the room was the woman that Dan had escorted to the elevator a few weeks back. She now stood up straight and tall. She was dressed in the typical scientist engineer overalls. They were a terrible green/gray color. She only moved to watch him walk in and stand at attention in front of the general.

The general himself simply sat down at his desk. "Dan do you know why I brought you here?" Dan didn't answer. "It's because I've noticed something in you that doesn't seem to be in the others. Each one of them has been chosen for their own reason. You have been chosen to be the head of this new elite team. You're being promoted to the full rank of Master Chief. Anything to say?"

"Sir Permission to speak freely?" Dan asked.

"Granted"

"Sir I'm not the one for this role. Mike Tax would even make a better leader than me. Out of forty….I mean thirty Spartans I'm sure that you can find a better candidate for the task."

"Dan listen. I can understand how you must feel about the ten Spartans who didn't survive the augmentations; however you have a more important task here. You're right Mike might be better for the roll. What you don't know is that is exactly what I don't want. I don't want someone who can lead I want some one who will lead. Mike knows what to do in the right areas however I don't want him ordering people around as a superior. What I need is an equal to relay the orders. You seem to have that nice guy attitude that I need. Understand?"

Dan didn't know what to say. He stood starring at the ground processing the past events. It wasn't like he could say 'no' to his superior officer, and he did want the rank. He just didn't think he deserved it. Following orders had always been what he did, but giving them was a totally different story. There was only really one thing he could do. He stood up tall and straight, looked General Coleman in the eyes and spoke firmly.

"Yes, sir."

Chapter IV

Dan slashed through the finishing line as if it was butter. The new car he was driving was the fastest car he'd ever driven. He knew there was probably faster, but for an all-terrain it was flying. The sleek design of the vehicle aloud it to perform as such. It was a design that earned it the nickname of 'Puma.' It was about as big as an SUV only it handled and performed like a jet. Sadly the vehicle only seated two at the time; however it could retro-fitted to seat three or even four. A gun of any caliber could be mounted to the back or two extra seats could be welded in. Currently it didn't have either because Dan was conducting a speed test.

Larry shortly pulled up in another Puma next to his. Dan and Larry had just completed a short race around the perimeter of the base. Dan had been declared the winner. Larry had been anointed the team's vehicle expert. He had boasted that he could win a race in the Puma with a rocket launcher attached. So the two made a wager and set off. Neither of them however really was going to give anything to the other just because they had nothing to give.

All the other Spartans approached the vehicles each supporting both drivers. Among the crowd there stood Dr. Arkling and General Coleman. Dan and Larry leapt to the ground to salute them.

"Please gentlemen, we're just a couple of guys playing with our toys." The general complained. "Let's drop the titles for now."

The doctor stepped forward, "What about the reason we're out here?"

General Coleman suddenly had an expression of discomfort. Dan could tell that some had come up, "Sir?"

"It's nothing much," he responded. "It will be nothing more than a routine exercise for all of you. Well, at least the one's that will be going."

Now there was unrest among the Spartans. Dan spoke for them, "Sir, what do you mean? What has happened?"

"Dan this will be most difficult for you. Mike and Kristina, you too." The three of them were now confused. "Well all of you have no idea who the president is now but he has tried to pick up where President Bush had left off after his second term. Now the terrorist sects that our wonderful government failed to delete have come out of the wood work. Well, one particular sect has chosen to attack a local hospital. They haven't attacked yet. Some unknown source contacted us. Don't ask me how, but they did. Apparently they intend to attack in a few hours. The president has only now given me the authority to intervene."

"He's going to let them attack!?" Mike shot out of the crowd. "If this is going to affect the three of us, just how will it?"

"That's the thing." Coleman continued, "The attack is taking place at the hospital right across from where you three went to high school."

"What!?" All three said in conjunction.

"Relax. We can still prevent a national disaster." The general recommended.

"How? That's practically on the other side of the country." Mike pointed out.

"Did I not say to relax?" General Coleman replied. "We've developed a new attack fighter. I'm told it can even operate in outer space, but we can't exactly test that just yet. It has all the latest technologies and is the fastest jet we have recorded in existence thus far. You don't even have to worry about a decent run way. It can hover. Heck it can go up and down if you want it to. At some pretty decent speeds I'm told. Actually to tell you the full truth it apparently has the maneuvering of the space shuttles. Just think of all the fun stuff we could do with that. The other thing is that it sits three people: the pilot and the co-pilot and than the specials pilot. It has a small cargo bay but it's more of a bomb bay than a cargo bay. So Dan I'm going to leave to you who it is you want going, even though I some how know who will."

Dan thought for a moment than decided that he did know who would be good to go, "Sir. I believe that Mike, Kristina and Larry will go with me."

"Are you sure?"

"Yes. Mike is a brilliant strategist and Kristina is a good frontal assault. Larry we need because he's the best with any vehicle you give him. Mike, Kristina and me will penetrate while Larry waits near by. My only question is how will we hide this new jet of yours?"

"Well as a matter of fact we've developed a special polymer that can act a TV screen of sort. So the whole ship is coated in this polymer. At several angels there are mini cameras set up to provide the image the polymer needs. This makes it appear that it is invisible. There will still be some sections that will be visible however the ship is designed in such a way that they will be hard to spot from any angel."

"Didn't I see that in a movie?" Dan joked, "Anyway, now that we've settled that. When do we leave?"

"As soon as you're ready." Coleman answered.

Suddenly Arkling chimed in, "Wait general the ship was only designed to support three. The extra weight from the other Spartan may cause problems. I do not –"

"Arkling I don't care." General Coleman cut off, "I don't want to waste anymore time with your crap. We have a mission to do and lives to save. We can test your new toy later. Dismissed."

"General I—"Arkling tried.

"I said 'DISMISSED!' Coleman snapped.

Everyone began dispersing to do there appointed tasks. Arkling however didn't move. He stood scowling at the general's backside.

"We'll see who is dismissed soon enough general. You can be sure of that." He said to himself with out any one hearing him.

Dan crashed to the roof and rolled to his knees. Mike landed next and dove behind a vent shaft. Kristina was already down and had found the door to go down. Everything was going as planned. Dan waved his arm to let Larry know that he could leave. If it wasn't for Dan's enhanced vision he might not have noticed the outline of the jet rotate and take off towards the mountain not to far off.

Dan scanned the roof. Tax was busy unscrewing the screen of the vent shaft. Dan and Kristina trotted over the side of the building. Kristina rapped a rope around her and tossed the rest of it over the side. Dan checked over the side to see if the rope was lined up. Once it was he took a look at Mike who had the shaft open and was ready to jump in. Dan gave a thumbs up and Mike slide into the small vertical crawl space. Kristina braced as Dan flung himself over the side of the building and slide down to the third window from the top or the second from the bottom. He gently and quietly opened it. Once inside he watched to see if Kristina brought the rope back up. Once she did Dan left her to her own.

The room was void of all life. An elderly man lay in his bed next to the door. He was turning blue and didn't seem to be breathing. A monitor next to his head indicated that he no longer had a heart beat either. Dan guessed he had most likely died of a heart attack or stroke. The door itself appeared to be slightly open and sprawled across the floor in front of it lay a tray with some food spilled all around it. A nurse was probably bringing dinner when a terrorist jumped in grabbed her and scared the old man to death. Just to be sure Dan checked the man's pulse. There was none. Dan looked at the man for a bit. He shut the man's eyes and let him rest in peace. He knew he should not have done so because if someone came in and noticed they might alert the other terrorists of an intruder. Regardless Dan felt the man should have deserved better, and letting him sit there and rot was not the greatest way to go.

Dan pulled out his tube camera he had been given and stuck it under the door. The tiny screen it was attached to flickered to life and displayed an empty hall way. He rolled the tube to see the other end of the hall and saw one lone guard starring at a vending machine. Dan watched as the masked man bashed the butte of his AK-47 into the glass of the vending machine. Just as he did this Dan opened the door a bit more. The man assaulting the food display didn't seem to notice, he simply continued to rummage through the variety of snacks.

Pulling out his silenced handgun Dan opened the door ever so slightly. All he could hear was the rustle of candy rappers. He poked out from the door and raised the handgun. The man was now on the move around the corner. Once out of sight Dan went back to retrieve his tube camera from under the door. Reports indicated that the hostages were on this floor and saving them was Dan's top priority.

The hospital halls seemed roughly familiar to him. Dan checked down the hall the terrorist disappeared down and say the cafeteria of the hospital. The terrorist entered the double doors that lead to the cafeteria. Dan remembered that there was another set of doors just around the corner because another terrorist came out to get some water from the fountain that was there. Dan scooted up to the next corner and peeked around it. The wall came in a bit so the water fountain wasn't sticking out into the middle of the hall. The man bent over it sipping away peacefully. Dan made sure not to peek enough to see his face because than he'd be able to see him as well.

Finished his drink he stood up and wiped his mouth with his sleeve. Dan dashed around the corner, grabbed the man's jaw and mouth than gently rotated his head so that it was facing him. His body still faced the wall. Dan quickly and silently dragged him back to the room where he entered. He shoved the corpse under the bed. It was a bit cramped for a human body but it wasn't like he was going to be feeling any pain.

Dan approached the corner where he was not to long ago and heard voices. They seemed to be giving orders. They were in another language that Dan was not even begun to comprehend. Just then a group of people came around the corner all with their hands on the back of their heads. A man followed the group pointing an AK-47 at them. Dan decided that regardless of what this radical group had in mind, the hostages were his first concern.

Maria was smashed against the window even harder now that more hostages were discovered. She looked over at Erin who was still shaking with fear. They all knew that any one of them could be at the end of someone's gun barrel. Maria was scared too but knew she could only hope someone would come to save them. Just then the door slid open.

Just as planned all the terrorists turned to see what just scurried across the floor. The grenade went off and blinded every last one of them. The hostages were unaffected because they had their backs to the flash bomb. Each terrorist doubled back in pain grabbing their eyes. It was then that Dan burst into the room at incredible speed and almost no sound. There were nine terrorists in the room and Dan managed to take out five in his opening attack. He dove behind a pillar to reload. At the same time a terrorist groped for his weapon and managed to get off a couple of random shots that decimated a register not to far from Dan's location.

Dan leapt out from behind the pillar to the counter that previously held a register. He stood up and aerated two more of the terrorist's craniums. Sitting on a table next to one of the windows was a strange box that a third enemy ducked down behind. The final villain grabbed a near-by hostage to use as a human shield. The man's eyes were still red with pain and didn't dare try to shoot Dan until he could see. Dan could see perfectly however but didn't fire either. He stepped closer to the pillar again so he could see the one man yet not get shot in the back by the other.

"Now what hero man?" the man said with a fairly Arab accent.

Dan put a round into the light just over the man's head. Some minor debris collapsed down the man's shirt forcing him to stand up straight to let the glass get through. This motion exposed much of his upper body and face. Dan took this opportunity to relieve the man of his brain matter. The hostage, a young woman quickly dropped to the floor. Dan rotated his pistol to face the other terrorist still behind the green box. There were some wires leading from the box to a gym bag on the table next to it. Dan could see there was another bag on the chair the man hid behind. The only mistake was that with a few steps Dan could crouch down a shoot right under the table and chairs. Naturally Dan was not about to let the opportunity pass.

The man toppled over landing on his side. He tried to get his gun up and fire at Dan however he was already over top of him and kicked it away. Dan put the pistol barrel to the man's face.

"Who sent you?" Dan inquired.

"Go ahead and kill me American pig!" he remarked.

"Wrong answer." Dan swung his leg into the man's ribs than re-adjusted his aim. "Now who put you up to this? If you tell me I can get you back to your country alive. No one will know you were here."

"My country is this country!" the Arab man spat back.

Chapter V

Kerr was now even more interested. Every one of the humans was stunned by the man's reply. His superiors sent him down to monitor the humans up close and possibly bring some of there technology back with him. He had already collected a pair of hand held communication devices; he wanted to get his hands on a weapon though. How the weapons operated was a new concept to him.

No one in the room moved for a minute so Kerr took the time to check the battery on his optic camouflage. He still had up to three Earth hours worth of power. That would be more than enough time to find a spot to hide and recharge the battery in time for extraction.

"What do you mean?" the intruder demanded. He was huge for a human. The man was bigger than any human on their records. Kerr focused the camera on his shoulder more on the giant.

"I will tell you nothing I said." The wounded man stated.

"Bull," with another whack to the face he repeated himself, "Now, who sent you? I will not repeat myself again."

The man hesitated but with the pistol suddenly pressed even more in his nose he gave in. "Alright, alright! You win. I was called up by a man or woman I don't know they had a voice changer. They told me they wanted to test something. Some new experimental bomb. He said that it would not necessarily hurt anyone. They didn't say what it would do. He said that I'd now when I activated it. Then they told me to take a plan here and someone would pick me up."

"Well I hate to tell you but I think you're full of it. Because why would need guns than?"

"Hey when I got to the airport a bunch of men in brown trench coats and sunglasses dragged me into a car. I was told that the guns were only to keep control of the people in the hospital. They said we'd all be paid handsomely for our troubles. They told us that the police officials were told about our operation and that they would not interfere. I didn't think I was actually going to be shot."

"Right and what made you think that this was going to be okay?"

"They said the hospital staff was not told because they wanted it as real as possible."

"Why you?" the man was getting very anxious.

"I have had some military experience in the Gulf War. Some of the other guys did too maybe that's why they were chosen."

The larger man backed away and holstered his gun. He looked at the different men lying around the room. He was a pale white as if he couldn't believe what he had done. If Kerr understood this right those men were no more than every day retired veterans of a past human war. _Why would these creatures send others of there own clan just to be slaughtered later? _ Kerr thought to himself. _Conspiracy perhaps? _

He took his attention away from the humans momentarily to adjust the monitor sitting on his right shoulder. He agreed with the idea of obtaining as much information as possible any way possible. He didn't leave the monkeys for long. Many of the hostages were moving away from the window by this point.

She could recognize his voice and face. Maria crouched to get a better look at their savior to get a better look. He immediately brought his weapon up to her face.

"Back off!" He barked.

"Sorry I just wanted to see who you were." She answered stumbling backwards.

"Well now you've seen so get back." If it was someone she knew there was no way she wanted anything to do with him now.

"Okay you just looked really familiar." She stated.

He stood up, holding the crippled man in one hand and holstering his gun in the other. The soldier placed the new hostage in a near by chair. Turning back to Maria and took a good look at her.

"What's your name?" Were the only words he uttered.

"Maria Nagle."

He instantly recognized the name. She was a friend from high school. He often was teasing her in some way or another. He made no motion that he knew her.

"Ring any bells?" she asked.

He didn't respond but he started searching the room for something. Another girl still stood close to the window with her arms crossed. Dan looked at her closer and discovered she too was familiar. She was fairly scared by his approach and tried to back away from him only to find the window no more than an inch away from her.

"My name's Erin. Please don't hurt me." She pleaded.

Being two feet taller than the frightened girl he had to bend a bit to see her face clearly. Just than Kristina walked in the room. She was anything but concerned about her surroundings.

She walked straight over to Dan, "Upper floors are taken care of. We still have some extra hostages up stairs. What—"

Dan turned to her to realize she too recognized Erin. Senior year the three of them sat together at lunch. Maria saw it too and jumped in.

"You do recognize us, don't you?" She chirped.

Neither of them said anything. Erin looked up at the two monstrous people. Her expression quickly changed when she too recognized them.

"You're—"She muttered.

"Shut it!" Dan instantly ordered. He couldn't afford to let them spoil who he was. "Call for the evac we're done here."

Kristina shot from the room at lighting speed. Dan hit the radio head set.

"Green 3 what's your status?" Dan barked into the speaker.

"I'm about to hit the main lobby. Why?" Mike's voice came over the headset. "What happened to radio silence? You trying to—"

"Shut up we've got a problem. We're making our exit. Make the hit quick and easy than get to the roof."

"Roger."

It surprised Dan that he didn't argue more. Dan was not about to argue though and perhaps Mike was aware of that. It was time to go and he was going to let the two girls of his past destroy him. However protocol stated he destroy them. Something there was no way he could do that. Than he thought of something, _I already am dead according to society. _Dan grabbed Erin's wrist and tossed her into Maria. The two stumbled to the floor. Grabbing the man in the chair with his left hand he un-holstered the pistol in his right hand.

"You two come with me." He pointed with the gun at Maria and Erin so they had less reason to argue. Suddenly another man ran up behind him pleading.

"What about us? You gonna just leave us here? We could be killed."

"You'll be fine." Dan announced not even looking back. Just as he finished his sentence an explosion rocked the building from down stairs. Mike had no doubt used a grenade. Dan knew that the men involved in the explosion probably were no different than the man that lay limp in his left hand. However every last one of them knew that if they were given guns than there was some level of risk. "Let's go."

Kerr leaned against the column that held the bridge up. Checking around one more time for any humans he de-activated the optic camouflage. He was distressed knowing that he had to stay on this rock for at least a week. That was of course suggesting that he was not detected. No one had any idea he was there. Then that soldier in the hospital, he hadn't seen him either yet he seemed to have an awareness that the others didn't. He seemed to be conscious of everyone and everything in the room and not being able to see Kerr confused him. Lucky he spotted that other female.

With a heavy and deep sigh Kerr activated the recharge sequence for the optic camouflage. He leaned against the column again and ran his hand through what the humans had called "dread-locks." That soldier still dwelled heavily on his mind. He knew that the Apostles would want to know of this for sure. Nearly two years they have been monitoring the humans from space undetected. They had done a few ground missions, but never on a scale as the one he was on now. There had never once been any sign they were aware of there presence.

He sat forward and took out his transmitter. Under the bridge was a large dirt hill so there wasn't any flat area for him to leave it, so he left it on his lap. Reaching to the camera on his shoulder he retrieved the cable connection wire and plugged it into the transmitter. The transmitter was no more than half a sphere and the top could retract for communications to the ship in orbit. The slot for the wire appeared out of the side and began transferring the footage to the orbiting vessel. He leaned to his left to check the path that lay at the bottom of the hill. Relaxed that no one was around he leaned against the pillar one last time and fell to sleep.


	2. getting things done

**Walking the Halo**

Chapter VI

Dan walked into General Coleman's new office, now in the underground facility. This would be Dan's first time down here. Unfortunately he was there to be scolded for bringing people back to the base with him; two civilians for that matter. It wasn't like it was his fault. They recognized him from high school. He couldn't kill them for that.

Everything in the room was well polished and shiny. The expression on Coleman's face was not so bright though. Alexia, Dan's Status monitor stood on the General's right. She had a look of disappointment on her face.

"Dan, you know why you're here correct?" Alexia was first to speak. Before he could respond she began again, obvious eager to leave, "You brought two unauthorized civilians into a secure facility. They are now required to remain on base and engage in a task so designated by the general. Any questions?"

"What will they do?" Dan asked.

Coleman decided that he would answer that, "At the moment they are being questioned to see how much of the Spartan program they know about. Afterwards they shall be ordered to clean the facilities until further notice. I haven't decided what to do with them. Kristina and Mike both knew what they had to do; did you order them to leave them? It doesn't matter we questioned them already and they stated they would not have killed them either."

Just then Dr. Arkling entered the room from behind Dan, "You know if you bring back friends on every exercise than we may not have room to hold them any more. You must be more careful."

"Exercise?" Dan didn't understand, "I thought it was—"

"I'm just saying it was no more than an exercise because it was all too easy for you. That's all." Arkling corrected. "We did get a good deal of information from the experience after all.

"Dr. Arkling these were Americans we were shooting." Dan mentioned. Coleman stood up. "It's true. They were all X-military hired by someone. I'm willing to bet it is the same person who called you General Coleman. Someone other than us wants information on the Spartans."

"The terrorist you brought in is still in recovery and hasn't been questioned yet. If what you're saying is true than we have three unauthorized civilians on base." Dan couldn't tell if Coleman was more upset or more confused. "Whatever the case I'll have someone look into it. We have more pressing matters. Matters that require our intervention. That is why your punishment is being over looked Dan. You and your Spartans are going to be doing some investigating. I'll give you the details later. Dismissed."

Dan saluted, rotated 180 degrees and marched to the door. The door slid open at his approach however he turned to Coleman one last time. "Sir, my we at least see my friends? The two civilians I mean."

"We'll see." The General responded.

As Dan turned to leave he noticed Arkling standing off to the side. He sported an expression of disapproval of what had just occurred. Dan moved on so not to get yelled at more.

Everyone sat in tiny desks that Kristina had not seen since high school. Off to their right was each of the Status Monitors for each of them. Kristina hadn't met her monitor however she didn't see how it would make any difference. She tried turning her attention back towards the front of the room only Ray decided to take the seat right next to her. The two Puerto Ricans exchanged unpleasant expressions of speech than sat silently as the briefing began.

"Ladies and Gentlemen now may be the last thing we time expecting this but it is happening." Coleman announced. The lights dimmed down and a large screen came down from the ceiling. Once it stopped it sprung to life. They could see what looked like a flaming X in the sky. Kristina recognized it as something entering the atmosphere. "Ladies and Gentlemen what you are looking at is an extra terrestrial space craft. Pay close attention."

Everyone watched as the fire ball changed to a large blue X. The image froze and the lights came on just over top of Coleman. "This image was taken by a cloud observer over Kansas. As you can see, their technology obviously is far superior because if you look there are no burn marks of any kind on the vessel."

The image began moving again. They watched as what appeared to be the bottom split open. The two panels that made up the bottom settled back to reveal a gaping mouth. Kristina dropped her pen in amazement. Ray had picked it up and handed it back to her as if they were the best of friends. She was too caught up in the video footage to care that it was him. Out of the hole shot several small pods. The camera panned out to get the direction of each pod. They all separated and went in different directions. As they watched the flying cross shut the blackness behind the two blue panels again. Suddenly the ship arced and rotated. It revealed its backside to the camera showing several thrusters of very different design. The engines ignited and shot the vessel back into orbit. Once it was at a distance that they could no longer recognize it the screen froze again. Coleman stepped out to look at the image himself than turned back to them. No one could believe what they had just seen. The room was still and silent.

"We did some work and determined that this is definitely not a fraud. It was taken nearly three weeks earlier and was sent to us once we got wind of it. We have been able to calculate each one of the pods trajectory. They were sent to several major cities, several of which are not state capitals. Dr. Arkling insisted that you all get some society blending skills and search for these pods. I've decided to go with him on this because if they become hostile you may be the only chance of defense against them.

"Each Spartan has been paired with his or her Status Monitor. Monitors you have been given an envelope and were instructed not to open them? You may open them. Inside contains information concerning where you will be heading. Some of you may not be going any where. Our radar has shown that a pod has landed in the near by rocky terrain. Scouts have been sent and are in route as we speak. Anyway, the monitor and Spartan will travel to the designated city and investigate by any means possible without revealing yourselves or the aliens. This is urgent. You cannot be discovered. We have reason to believe that someone is observing the Spartans from else where. The only people who know that you are leaving are everyone in this room, Dr. Arkling and the pilots that will be briefed in the morning. You all will leave immediately following their briefing. Every body understand?" A quick glance around the room announced this briefing was over. "Good than you are all dismissed. Get some rest you'll all have a long flight tomorrow."

Chapter VII

Dan looked over the side of the boat and just starred at the water beneath him. They had already been in New York for about a week now. After some investigating they learned something had splashed down into the Manhattan River. It took a few days to get the necessary equipment to check the river. To save money and there appearance they were posing as a fishing boat. Dan had been the one 'volunteered' to dive down and check. Whether the water was cold or not was yet to be seen.

"This is where the reports said it hit." Alexia called out to the boat driver. "Dan, you ready?"

He sighed and walked to the back of the boat. "As ready as I'm going to be I guess."

"Good. Suit up then." She enjoyed giving orders to someone so powerful and Dan knew it.

He pulled the hood of the wet suit over his head and turned to get his stuff. Any one else might need some help getting the air tank on but Dan slipped it on like a high school back pack. Once it was on and tight he approached the edge of the boat. He put the new specialized breathing mask on. The mask gave him the ability to talk while under water. It wasn't anything too new. The only thing special was that it had a mounted camera and a vital signs monitor.

"Testing? Dan can you hear me?" Alexia spoke into the headset.

"Can we turn down the volume?" Dan responded.

"Funny." She barked back. "Get in the water smart ass."

Dan turned to face the water but caught something move in the corner of his eye. He probably would have seen it if the mask wasn't in the way. He shrugged it off and sat down, dangling his feet in the water. It wasn't too cold not that would bother him anyway. He slid into the water with little to no splash. He could hear in the ear piece Alexia asking if he had gotten in yet.

The water was surprisingly clean. The legs of a nearby bird could be seen on the water's surface. As he dove deeper the river became much murkier. Dan could still see with out too much effort though. He had heard of some projects to clean the city's rivers but was surprised to see that they could still us a little work.

Before long Dan found the river bed and switched on the mask's mounted flashlight on. There were all kinds of things lying down there that Dan couldn't even begin to identify. Suddenly he came across a huge pipe buried in the soil. It ran from one side of the river to the other. It could have fit a four lane high way in it.

"Alexia. There is a huge pipe of some sort down here. Tell me this isn't a tunnel." Dan stated.

"It looks like it." She confirmed. "That tunnel should be the…"

There wasn't any sound for a minute, "Alexia?"

Dan could hear Alexia talking again, "…find what that was. Now! Dan? Are you there?"

"Yeah what's going on?"

"We heard a splash. Not just a fish jumping out of the water splash but a person diving in kind of splash. Keep your eyes peeled. You may not be alone down there."

Dan grabbed the combat knife he had tucked in his belt and proceeded over the top of the tunnel. At the peak of the pipe he stopped to check around him. He was alone. Continuing down the other side of the pipe light reflected off of something a little ways off. He made his way towards it ever wary of any unexpected visitors.

Sure enough something was sticking up out of the mud that was of no human design. It looked like a huge oval pill. He circled it once and made sure to get it at every angle for the camera. One side had two panels opened outwards like a pair of double doors.

Just then something flashed in the corner of his eye. He jumped back as a ball of light shot past him. Over the pipe came a figure. It seemed more of an oddly shaped bubble than any thing. As it got closer Dan realized that the creature possessed the same optic camouflage that the Belly Betty had. The transparent monster dropped the gun and thrust out its hands to grab Dan. Instinctively he brought up the knife and just missed slicing the things figures off. Dan thrust the knife at the bubble while it just twisted to avoid the attack and smacked his arm to make him drop the knife. It had the same power in the attack as one of the other Spartans. He flipped and kicked the alien away. It instantly caught itself using a tail that Dan had missed before. The figure than whipped out a large sharp object of its own than proceeded to manifest a second one in the other hand. Dan groped for the straps of the air tank. He leaned back as the alien propelled itself at him swords first. Dan used the blades to slice the straps of the tank off. At the same time Dan punched at the things abdomen and struck home as it past by him. It dropped on of the blades and grabbed its stomach. The discarded blade became visible and was much easier to retrieve. Dan now free of the heavier air tank took the blade before the alien could recuperate.

The two now stood starring at one another equally matched. The alien however turned tail and ran. Dan tried to pursue it over the top of the pipe. The reptilian tail aided in its escape at high speeds. Dan had no choice but to return to the surface. He couldn't hold his breathe forever.

He came up top side facing the boat directly. Once on board he ripped off the now useless mask.

"Dan!" Alexia was there instantly. "What happened? I've been calling for you for five minutes now."

That's when it occurred to him that he had heard her screaming and didn't even register in his mind. He couldn't have responded coherently anyway without air and his mask slowly filling with water.

"Dan!" Alexia repeated, "I asked you a question."

"I was… attacked…" he announced between breathes.

Chapter VIII

Alexia had never seen Dan like this. He was acting like he had just beaten his favorite video game. He had told them that the life form that arrived in the pod had obviously attacked him. He seemed eager to tell the world that they were not alone in the galaxy. That was impossible though. The only people he could tell were his superiors. They had gotten back to the apartments where they were staying as quickly as possible.

The hall to the apartment was empty as Dan unlocked the door. Once inside he was immediately on the cell phone to call the General. She worried about him. He still held that alien blade he had found down there. It was an odd design. The handle had a ring around it that the blade would slide around on allowing the holder to perform a variety of attacks at different angles. Alexia hadn't really had a chance to look at it because Dan had not even changed hands with it until he picked up the phone.

She set the camera mask on the edge of a dresser then flopped down on the bed. She sat up and looked at the 34 millimeter camera that lay on the dresser next to the mask. She had wanted to do some sight seeing while they were there. That wasn't going to happen now.

Dan set the cell phone down on the window sill where he had the battery charger resting. With nothing better to down he turned to her and smiled. As far as she could remember she hadn't really ever seen him smile the way he was. It made her worry more. Then his expression changed just in time as there was a knock at the door.

In a flash Dan was at the door gun ready. He opened it slightly to peer out and see who it was. Not really thinking Alexia grabbed for the first thing she could shoot: her camera.

Dan relaxed as it was just the land lord. He shoved the gun into his back pocket and pulled his shirt over it.

"What can I do for—"Dan started.

"What the hell is going on?" The man barked.

"Excuse –"Dan tried again.

"Don't play dumb with me. You support some punk band or something? Well you don't have to destroy my walls to do it."

Dan stepped out into the hall and saw the words 'the roof' carved into the wall. He shot back into the apartment. "Alexia, meet me on the roof." He then turned back to the land lord, "How do I get to the roof?"

The man showed Dan the stairs that would take him to the roof. The whole time complaining about who would pay for the damages. Dan ordered the older man to remain down there.

One the roof Dan brought the alien blade back up into a defensive position incase of another ambush. The roof was empty except for a few pigeons that took flight at his approach.

"You have adapted to the use of my weapon in a matter of minutes? Impressive." A voice came from the adjacent roof. No one was there though. Dan realized that it was the optic camouflage again.

"No sense in hiding now, don't you think?" Dan called over. In a moment the creature's silhouette appeared on the opposite roof. With the light bending oddly the reptilian figure came into view.

It had the head of a raptor from a movie Dan had seen once the only thing was that it had what looked like hair. The hair looked like the material they put around the outside of wires only a lot shinier. There was a strange marking on the lizards chin down underneath leading to his neck. It stood about as tall as Dan. The creature was obviously male in nature. He wore tight pants that looked like something a biker wears. On each shoulder sat what looked like automated targeting cannons. They looked different though, leading Dan to hope that one might be a camera.

"You may call me Zek. What are you known as human?" Zek inquired.

"Dan. How is it you can speak our language?" Dan returned.

"I am the one asking questions here." Zek barked. "If you should know, any member of the Coven must know how to speak one of the human languages if they want to be any part of your observation. I have come to retrieve my blade." He held up the blade's twin in his left hand.

"And what if I don't want to give it back?" Dan knew what was coming next.

"Something most unfortunate." He replied.

Dan jumped over the other building to be face to face with the man/lizard. "Than I guess you'd better get started, because you aren't getting this back."

"How unfortunate." Zek stated.

Dan stepped to the side as Zek thrust the blade at his shoulder. Almost instantly the blade flipped back and pointed at Dan's chest. Before it could be placed into his torso he fell backwards and kicked at Zek's abdomen. The force of the strike sent Zek back several feet allowing Dan to get some distance between them.

The door to the roof Dan was just one opened. He quickly checked to see if it Alexia. It was and she instantly had an expression of disbelief on her face. Dan looked back at Zek to see he was already in his face again and about to put the sword into his side. Dan twisted just in time to avoid being stabbed. It wasn't fast enough though as he received a cut on his side for averting his attention for a moment. Dan returned by cloths-lining Zek and sending him to the floor with a thud. Instinctively he brought the sword up and was about to bring it down on him but remembered that they needed him alive.

Zek apposed his hesitation and kicked Dan in the abdomen. The blade now lay between them. Dan didn't bother to try and get it he just stepped on it as Zek tried to pick it up. The opposing strengths forced the blade to snap in half. Zek fell backwards but caught himself using his tail like he had done in the river. At Dan's approach he leaned back on his tail and kicked him back with both feet. The kick knocked the wind out of him and made him drop the sword. As Dan recovered the lizard retrieved his sword as he came to do. Zek dropped the broken one and came after Dan again. Dan did a series of back flips to avoid each slash sent by the monster. Zek then kicked up some pebbles that lay on the roof. They were enough to interrupt Dan's back flips. He fell to his knees and looked up just in time to see Zek bringing the sword down on him. He reached up and smacked his hands together stopping the blade between them. The edge of the blade was no more than two inches from his face.

Dan was not about to be killed like this. He gritted his teeth and snapped the sword in half with his bare hands. They both stumbled a bit. Dan rolled away making sure that he kept the broken blade in between his hands. Just as Zek balanced, Dan rolled and hurled the tip at Zek's face. He fell back to avoid it and dodged the most of it. There would now be a scar across Zek's left eye for the rest of his life.

They both stood up. Dan's cut was starting to bother him. The constant stretching opened the wound more than it had. Zek was cursing in some unknown tongue. His eye poured out a blue/green blood. He reached into a sack on his belt and pulled out two spheres. He pressed something on the one than dropped them to the ground behind him. The one opened up to reveal another ball. This new ball disintegrated. Moments later all three balls were falling apart. Off to the side a small plate was being created. That's when Dan knew what was going on.

"Nano-machines?" Dan asked.

Zek didn't say anything. Before long the plate was humming with life. It was large enough for someone to stand on. Sure enough Zek stepped back on to the plate.

"Fair well Dan. You are a worthy opponent for the Coven. May we meet again." Suddenly Zek began to shine. Some sparks jumped here and there. Then with a blinding blue light he was gone. The plate hummed for a moment than fell silent as well. No lights or sounds. Dan looked to see if Alexia was still there. Sure enough she had finished a role of film and was smiling back at Dan holding the camera up.

Zek stepped out of the teleporter. He still held his eye. A medic approached but he ushered him away. He brushed past Kerr who had just come back as well. Zek stepped up to his report status station. He slammed his clean hand down on identification panel. The monitor in front of him buzzed on. After some links he opened up a communication system.

"Zek. You have returned." Stated a voice over the monitor.

"Yes. Now get me the captain." He replied.

"Okay why?" the voice pondered.

"I need to speak with the Apostles."


	3. The plot thickens

**Walking the Halo**

Chapter IX

Zek stepped into the massive room and instantly dropped to one knee. The room had a gigantic window at other end. In the standing in the very center of the room towered an enormous pillar. Several flashing computer monitors sparkled with activity. Behind the column was a second that was an access elevator to a spot no Coven could enter. On the far side of the room starring out the window were three Apostles.

The Apostles were the leaders of their great Coven. There were a grand total of twelve of them. Each one positioned to command the Coven classes. One Apostle had command over all however. The Apostles were the only ones who still had any understanding of the creation of the Coven. That Lord Apostle knew more than all. The Lord Apostle was not often seen by the lower castes. Zek did well to humble himself as much as possible.

"Enter Zek," called the Lord Apostle from across the way. Zek didn't hesitate.

Zek arrived ten paces behind them then instantly dropped back to his knee.

"How long we've come. The great Lord almighty has indeed blessed us." Lord Apostle turned to Zek, "Don't you agree?"

"Yes my lord." Zek responded.

"All these years of turmoil and we have not yet once come across another intelligent species. Not once. Now we find these humans no more than a few years ago. They have more technology than we would have thought possible for their mentality. After some research we see that Jay-sus has come to them as well. However under a name in their tongue. They had the nerve to base their knowledge of time off his birth on that planet. And yet now we find that they have destroyed His message. Ruined any understanding of what He has taught. They do not know how to interpret his message and spewed out millions of random hierarchies.

"We have looked over your footage you obtained on the planet's surface. We are proud of you Zek. You have shown us that they have the ability to defend against us. We are again proud that you stood up for what you were taught. We are confident that given time you would have dominated but you choose the noble and fair path. Again proving your worth to the coven. The lord smiles on you this day Zek.

"The other Apostles and I have concluded that the infidels should be punished for such miss use of the word of god. You shall be a wondrous asset to this cleansing. We talked of your proposal to transfer to a combat unit and finish what you started with this human. After much talk we concluded to deny your request."

Zek's spirits sank with disappointment. He stayed his ground anyway.

"However there is more yet to be discussed about you Zek. Come with us." The Apostles hovered about on chairs that defied gravity much like many of the ships in the fleet only on a smaller scale. The three fluttered over to the elevator near the center of the chamber. Zek followed them into the elevator disbelieving what was happening to him. He knew they were taking him some where that only the Apostles could enter.

"Tell me Zek do you remember the tales of the Apostles right arm? The Seraphim?" Lord Apostle inquired.

"Slightly my lord." He replied shyly.

"Good, they were the only other ones to enter the Lord's camber." Just then the elevator came to a halt and swished open. Behind the doors was a mass inner dome and it loomed greater than the previous chamber. Zek could see the Coven fleet massing in its daily routines through the enormous window dome. He had never could have seen this room from the out side. 

A path lead out to a circular balcony it the center point of the huge spherical dome. In the middle of the balcony sat another pillar. This one didn't go all the way to the ceiling however and in fact was not a pillar at all but a cross. It was one of punishment in an early day before the rise of the Coven. The cross blended back slightly to stretch out its victim's torso to the tearing point. On the cross was a statue of Jay-sus the Lord incarnate. Zek knew it without even being told. All Coven knew.

A tomb stood straight and tall at the foot of the tremendous statue on the cross. There were markings on the tomb door that Zek didn't recognize. Around the tomb were the other Apostles. Some of them were conversing while others simply watched their approach. Zek looked and noticed that around the outer ring of the balcony were more tombs. There were twelve to be exact which made a total of thirteen tombs.

"Within this tomb lay the armor and seal of the Apostles' Guard. Their right arm. The Seraphim of the realm of time. You have the choice to become the Seraphim. You will be granted more power than any combat squad leader. The only ones you have to answer to is us. Do you wish to complete your rivalry with the human? Become the Seraphim and be trained for drop even a super human."

The tomb doors hissed open and revealed the armor. It seemed to sparkle in a way that Zek had not seen in any armor. He approached the armor and looked at his reflection in the helmet piece. It didn't take long for him to think.

"My lord… I am…" He started to say.

"Don't worry you are more than qualified and have proven yourself worthy. Take it Zek. It would honor even us."

"How can I deny you after such a compliment? One that I don't rightly deserve. However the lord has led me here for a reason. My Lord Apostle by the scar marking my face I swear my life to you and your almighty. Command me as you so see fit."

Chapter X

The General's office was just as shiny as the last time Dan entered. Alexia stood off to the side again. Coleman was in the process of sitting down in his seat as Dan appeared.

"Ah, Dan." The General started, "It has been what three weeks since your trip to New York? I'm still not happy with to say but we've moved your friends into some basic training. But anyway that's not what I called you here for. Out of the other Spartans you were only one's to get any photos of these things. I'm proud of you. If any could I knew it would be you. I know it sounds like I'm playing favorites among you all but lets just say there is something about you that I feel is more equipped for being leader. Anyway, Master Chief we've developed what you could call your Mjolnir armor."

Dan couldn't believe what he was hearing. "Like from the video game sir?"

"Just like from the video game soldier. We made sure that you didn't get it until it matched the armor from the game exactly. Granted we don't have any artificial intelligence to put in and see if you could carry someone with you but maybe in the future. Though we did get in just about every thing else. The motion sensor tracking, the enhanced abilities, health monitor and even the over shield. Don't say anything I know what you're thinking. How? Well I'm sure that you are more than well aware there are things I can't tell you. Well that's one of them. The point is we have it and we're giving it to the Spartans.

"We believe that what happened with you and that lizard thing may occur on a larger basis. You want to talk world war? Ha. Not quite. If these things become hostile we may not be able to stop them. Dan. You and the Spartans may be our only hope at defending against these things. I can almost guarantee that if they came hundreds of light years and we can barely get to the moon on our own I'm sure they could wipe us off this planet with little to not effort. We are doing everything within our power to find a ship in orbit but they obviously are evading our radar or whatever it is those guys use. We can't find them so we have to I'm told search visually. Which to do that isn't going to be very easy. Those things could attack when ever they want and we'd never see it coming. We don't even know if it is one or one hundred ships up there. Intelligence tells me that there probably isn't more than two or three. That way they can hide from us easier.

"So we are going to start training all of you how to use this new armor in the mean time. Hopefully we can get you to a combat ready stage before they open fire. Alright. Any question?"

Dan couldn't speak. He did not know what to say. "Only the one's you can't answer sir."

"I see." Coleman stated, "Then go inform the others. Alexia you can be the spokes person for the mommies and daddies."

"Alright" she replied. Dan assumed the 'mommies and daddies' were the people who monitored communication chatter and vitals of each Spartan.

Kristina was curious to see what was behind the curtains. She remembered the large elevator chamber. It was more of a hanger with some minor offices in the corners. Of course the huge express elevator on one side of the room was a bit out of place. So was the curtain.

All of the Spartans were anxious to know yet no one moved. Dr. Arkling stood near by. He didn't seem all that thrilled for the social gathering they were having. General Coleman was talking to some other soldiers. All of them could hear what he was saying but knew better than to listen. That would spoil the surprise.

The general turned to them and saluted. They responded with a crisp return salute.

"At ease." Coleman announced than turned back to the soldier. Two Spartans in the back started inquiring what was behind the curtain. They were too quite to be heard by any body but other Spartans.

"What do you think Kristina?" Ray's voice came up behind her.

"I think if it's a gun I'll kill you with it." She muttered under her breathe.

"You know you're kind of sexy when you're mad." Ray pestered.

Kristina didn't even respond because the General turned back to them this time ready to finish what he started.

"At ease." He repeated, "Well you've all heard that you're getting more armor correct?"

A roar of "Yes sir" answered.

"Good," Coleman agreed, "Well how about we let you look at it. Dan?"

Out from behind the curtain stepped a large green demon. Kristina remembered back to the game their lives were now based on and realized that it was the same exact armor. The armor was described as something out of a Greek myth and this one stood up to that quality. The visor hide the wearer's face completely and glared an orange tint just like the action figure Kristina remembered from Dan's car. Dan began to rotate and show off the back side. The only thing Kristina didn't expect on the back was a huge box like structure. She remembered the action figure's back had a great deal of armor but the new armor seemed to have much more.

"I can see that you are all anxious to suit up." General Coleman remarked, "But first we have to do some explaining."

After about an hour of explaining the different features and that the huge bulk on Dan's back was a storage unit they were admitted behind the curtain to join their Operators next to a set of armor for each one of them. Kristina slipped on her suit with little to effort with the help of her operator, Brandon. She watched as another Spartan got their suit on. Moving in the Mjolnir armor was rather awkward. The other Spartan started by simply raising his hands to shoulder height. Kristina did the same. Before long the two were walking around the room getting use to their armor.

All of the sudden there was a knock at her left shoulder. She turned to see the last face she wanted to. Though Ray did not have his attention fully on her. He leaned closer to her to say something while looking else where.

"Take a look at Erika over there." He pointed out.

Erika was rather quiet compared to the other Spartans. She seemed to be analyzing everything around her at all times. No one really talked to her and she didn't really talk to anyone else. Covert training was her specialty. Yet she seemed the most comfortable of all the Spartans. At the same time she expressed a depression that eluded everyone else but the other Spartans. The training exercises she was put through came out almost perfect. Her squad claimed that she almost seemed to know what was coming. The expression on her face at the moment seemed that she knew the future and didn't like it. It was a face that no one had ever seen her make. Looking at her sent a chill down Kristina's spine. Even with all that armor on, she could feel the hairs on the back of her neck and on her arms raise up.

"Okay what about her?" She asked, "Women aren't my thing."

"Funny," Ray rolled his eyes, "Look at her. She's acting like this has happened before."

"What?" Kristina knocked his head with her elbow. "How could you possibly know that?"

"Watch." He nodded his head towards Erika.

Kristina watched as Erika put each piece of the armor on than took it off again. She checked the piece than replaced it back on her shoulder where she had gotten it. Kristina watched as she did this with several other pieces on her forearm, back and knees. Erika looked over the helmet as if making sure that nothing was in it. She didn't need any help from her operator who was off helping another one of the twenty-nine Spartans. Once in it and fully comfortable in the suit she stood ready for anything that might happen next. She did seem all too comfortable in a ready to kill suit of armor. She moved about as if she knew how it worked. Kristina still felt a little sluggish in the armor. Dan walked around as well and even he seemed like there were moments he had to readjust. He had been wearing it much longer than the rest of them. How did she know the suit so well?

"Okay," Kristina pondered, "now what? So you're right. She does seem as if she's done it before. Maybe she was the one the tested the suit on to make sure it worked right."

Ray shrugged, "Maybe. I'm going to let Dan know anyway."

Kristina stopped him as he started to walk off, "What don't you trust fellow Spartans?"

He turned to her and looked her straight in the eyes, "Do you trust me?"

"I trust her more than you." She snapped.

Dan had picked up on the bickering and came over. "Something wrong?"

Kristina glared long and hard at Ray. She made sure it was a look that let him know to keep his mouth shut. He quickly got the message and turned to Dan.

"No sir," he answered.

Dan left the two standing there to argue more. He kept a close eye on them so they didn't attack one another. The enhanced armor would make for an entertaining fight. They had yet to activate their over shields too. He trusted they would behave though.

Looking on he noticed Mike seemed to be starring at his helmet as if it were talking to him. Dan approached him.

"You alright Tax?" he inquired.

Tax replied as if startled by Dan's appearance, "What? Oh yeah, I'm okay."

Dan could tell something was on his mind, "What's on your mind? You look like you're thinking hard about something. That or your helmet is talking to you."

Tax smirked, "No. I was thinking." The smirk faded, "What if we never had joined the military?"

"A little late to think about that don't you think?" Dan responded.

"Yeah I guess but think about it. What if you had gone to college Dan? What if I had chosen not to go to West Point?"

"Mike, life is made up of hundreds of questions. The most annoying ones are the 'what if' questions. Sure your life would be drastically different, but so would everyone else's here on this base. We can't live in the past because we can't change the past. I wouldn't dwell on it."

Dan slapped Mike on the shoulder and started to walk off. Tax seemed still concerned though. Dan started to think about it. He didn't really want to be any where else really. He looked around the room. All his life he wanted a reason to go on an adventure and this was his chance. Than he saw Alexia off presenting Matt with a shiny helmet for him to put on. She seemed so content helping other's out. It was a quality Dan could never seem to enjoy as much.

He noticed Maria and Erin sauntering around to help anyone who needed it. Dan walked over to say hello. They say him coming and made their way over to meet him half way. Erin didn't seem all that thrilled with the environment.

"How you two doing?" Dan asked.

"We're fine…I guess." Maria muttered. She too seemed sluggish from a lack of sleep. The basic treatment of person undergoing basic training. Erin had more than just a look of exhaustion she seemed to express a sense of disgust toward Dan. She glared at him.

"You alright Erin?" Dan inquired before she burned a hole through him with her stare.

"Fine," She seemed to hiss, "Considering I was brought here against my will and forced to do manual labor that my body can not handle. Seriously how am I supposed to help put armor on a seven foot person while I only stand at five six? That and I played an instrument in high school. I did not run ten million laps around the building and lift things that weigh twice as much as me. I had a simple easy life. I am not fond of pain and labor."

"Hey its better than being dead don't you think?" Dan remarked.

Erin's next comment was simply, "Sometimes I wonder."

Chapter XI

The next five months where spend training using the Mjolnir armor. The enhancements the suit provided made physical activity much easier. Every morning when they woke to do laps around the base became a simple early morning jog. The number of laps around the base quickly increased. They completed each lap with remarkable speed without even getting all that tired. Before most of them got tired by the third lap. Now with the armor they weren't tired until around the sixth lap. They still did laps without the armor though. They all agreed doing the run in the armor might make them lazy. Ray and Vanessa were always the fastest. That was why they were made the best recon units for the Spartans.

After about two months the over shields were introduced to the Spartans. Those three months of the five were the most entertaining. The over shield made things more difficult to grip. It made simple daily tasks like walking complicated. They all got the hang of it rather quickly though. Holding different items was another story. Even the snipers Toe and Herman had problems aiming when lying down to fire at targets. The heavy weapons units had special training sessions to learn how to deal with it. Kristina, Boris and Delray picked up on it first. Carmen and Harrison were soon to follow.

Dan had to take part in most of them all. He had to have experience with all of them to leader. Everyone did. Dan had to more than everyone else though. Everyone had their preferences and expertise. Larry and Candace stuck to their vehicles while a good majority of the other Spartans remained with their infantry positions. Tax was next to be leader if something happened to Dan. Amanda would follow up after Tax. Erika and Yoko were the best at the covert exercises.

Through out the majority of the training Erika was heavily watched by Kristina and Ray. She continued to go about her activities as if she knew something terrible was going to happen. No one ever questioned her. Though. Towards the end of those five months she began watching the sky. Knowing someone was up there watching the human species freaked most of them out. Especially Kristina and Ray who watched Erika watch the sky.

The rest of the base went about their appointed tasks. Dr. Arkling often was no where to be found which worried the operators. He was the one that told them what to do just as General Coleman told the Spartans what to do. Over the period of months Alexia began to get to know Dan's friends Maria and Erin. Who still did not enjoy the tasks given to them but did them with no argument. As they got to know Alexia their duties were relaxed a bit as they began to help Alexia out more and more. Both Maria and Erin were beginning to tolerate their new forced environment.

Zek watched the screen in front of him as the frigate came out of slip space. Some light flashed and then the planet Earth came into view. A second ship orbited the planet already. There was another flash of light as a second frigate came out of slip space next to Zek's vessel. The ship orbiting the planet was larger than a frigate. It was a Coven Destroyer. Its name was the _Lord's Content_ if Zek could remember correctly. He had been on the ship only five months earlier.

The Apostles had spent the last five months training him for this day. He couldn't wait any longer to crush those poor excuses for mammals. Especially the one that left the scar across his left eye. The screen on his left indicated the spot on the surface where the human Dan apparently resided. That would be where Zek intended on going. He had some unfinished business.

A third screen popped up in on the large front window in front of Zek. On the screen was the captain of the _Lord's Content._

"Greetings." The captain spattered out instantly.

Before the captain could even say his name Zek started barking orders.

"Captain all military personnel on your ship are to go to combat status." Zek ordered, "I am the Apostle's Right Hand, Seraphim Zek Cotos. I have orders from the High Apostle himself to exorcise this planet of the infidels who plague our lord's natural greatness. Have all drop ships prepared for a frontal assault. We are taking any and all units capable of combat at this moment. Have as many X-marks as possible ready for air support for the drop ships. I will relay a series of coordinates for you to send your ships. I also wish to have any Inserters put into combat as well. They are to be fired into enemy lines when combat begins. We expect minimal resistance at first. The humans will scramble to put up a fight. We are to have positions neutralized before human combat units even appear. Any less would shame our lord. Do not fail him."

The captain was confused, "I … Seraphim this is a research vessel it has little to no military units."

"I don't care. You have your orders captain." Zek snapped.

"Very well Seraphim." The captain submitted.

The screen vanished. Zek turned around to the rest of the Coven personnel on the ship's bridge. The captain's chair stuck out far in front of the rest of the bridge personnel to put emphasis on the leaders. The navigations officer was on the right side of the bridge while the weapons officer was on the left. The rest of the personnel sat at their consuls behind the captain's chair a little farther back.

"This will wipe the human's away for their blasphemy in one swift strike from our lord's army. We shall punish the infidels now and with no mercy. Because they have forsaken our lord and deserve none. Let us make this known to all."

Zek walked back to the Intelligence officer and leaned over to talk to him. "Have the human's picked up on our position yet?"

"No Seraphim." The frightened officer claimed.

"Good," Zek stood up and turned to face the huge window that now had the planet taking up the majority of the window, "Order the attack. I want all units to open fire as soon as possible. Once they are ready they are to strike immediately. Send the coordinates to the _Lord's Content._ This will be our finest hour. Captain?"

The disgruntled captain stepped forward at Zek's command. Zek turned to face him than turned back to stare at the planet again. "Have a Lander prepared to take me to the surface. I have some unfinished business."


End file.
